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Rise of the Machines 


It had started with the lights flickering. A few moments later, they'd stood at the window and watched as a 
United Airlines 137 skidded down the Strip, smashing up cars and leaving its wings and engines in its wake. It 
had finally come to rest against one of the many bridges that spanned the wide road, the concrete and glass 


structure crumbling like a sand castle as the plane smashed into it. 


Then it had come, the rise and fall of a warning siren. A sound that echoed over the city and across the 
desert, stopping everything in its tracks. From their expansive suite at the top of the MGM Grand, they had 
the perfect view as everyone stopped, their heads turning toward the sound. The siren’s wail had made the 


hairs on Taylor's neck stand on end, a shiver going down his spine as the sound dipped once more. 


With a hand pressed to the tinted glass, Taylor watched the Strip. For once, he was taking no pleasure in people 
watching. Instead, he watched as terrified tourists and residents did their best to escape. He'd already seen two 
pile ups as cars swerved in a desperate bid for freedom. Now he watched as carnage was unleashed on those 


who hadn't been so lucky. Those who were trapped by gridlock and crowds. 


They'd come from beyond the mountains, a swarm that had turned the blue sky black. Flying craft like none 
Taylor had ever seen before. Huge, airborne platforms the size of a city. Sleek, black, curved craft loaded with 
weapons and smaller, bastardised versions of helicopters. The thud of their engines broke the air, audible even 
through the hotel's thick glass. 

From the craft, thousands of pods had dropped. All shattered against the hard ground, revealing things Taylor 
had trouble deciphering from the height he was at. When they opened fire, Taylor's blood had run cold. That 
was when he'd started screaming. 

Outside of their MGM Grand suite, the public service announcement droned the same message over and over. 
This is an emergency. Please do not collect your belongings. Please evacuate in a safe and orderly manner. 

Yet they weren't leaving because, thirty eight floors up, one of them couldn't bring the courage to leave. 


Finally, Taylor turned from the window. "Dave?" 


When he didn't get an answer, he turned back to the window, his heart breaking as he watched the paradise in 
the desert became a valley of death. 


Himself and Dave had been in Vegas on a press junket for the new album. Only that wasn't happening now and 
they were trapped in a city two hundred miles from everything that was familiar and safe. 


From the corridor behind him, Taylor could still hear people scrambling to leave. He could hear their panicked 


screams and thundering footsteps. A few rattled the suite door, looking for a way to escape. 

A bubble of tranquillity had enveloped him. An acceptance of his fate, perhaps. Below him, down on the Strip, 
row after row of some kind of invincible soldiers ploughed through anyone they came across. Sin City was 
paying for its crimes with the blood of the sinners. Bodies were piling up, caught in the line of fire as they fled 
the hotels and casinos. The sand-coloured road that had once been the heart of Las Vegas was now painted 
with blood. 

"We've had a good life, haven't we?" a feeble voice asked. 

"We're not dead yet," Taylor listlessly replied. 

Swinging around, he strode across the room and glared at the figure cowering on the opposite side of the bed. 


"We can still leave," he growled, his frustration growing. 


He wanted to go. Wanted to run But he didn't want to leave behind the man who'd become his life. Whatever 
happened, they were going to live, or die, together. 


A pair of large, dark eyes stared up at him. Dark, straggly hair, damp with fearful sweat, covered their face. 
They gave a curt shake of their head. 


"Fuck it, Grohl!" Taylor launched his foot at the bed. "What's it gonna take to get you to fuckin! move?!" 
There was no response and Taylor felt his already high stress level begin to rocket. 

"Fuck it" 

Grabbing his rucksack, he raided the minibar, tossing everything into the bag. Food, drink; it all went in. Scouring 
the room, Taylor grabbed anything they could use, more food, bottles of water, and clothing. Swiping Dave's 
bag from the floor, he stuffed it with blankets before tossing it to the dark haired man. In a final act of 
desperation, Taylor stuffed their cell phones and chargers into any free space. The phones seemed to be 
holding a signal, T-Mobile stamped at the top of his screen. That gave Taylor a little hope. Hope that the 
carnage was temporary and would be resolved in due time. 

"We're going," he growled. "Get up and grab your bag." 

From the corner of his eye, Taylor saw a flicker of movement. He turned and watched Dave get to his feet. 
His whole posture told the drummer that Dave was scared. Not just a little bit scared but "this is what my 
nightmares look like" kind of scared. Never, in all the years they'd been together, had he seen that level of 
fear take over the singer. 

"Here's the plan," he began, his voice softer than before. "We're going to go down to the parking lot, get the 
car, and make for the Cali border. We'll take the back roads ‘cause the Interstate and freeways are gonna be 
jammed. Where do you want to go once we hit the border?" 

"Six oh six." Dave's voice was quiet, barely registering above the noise from the Strip. 

"Okay. What's there?" 

"Safety." 

Taylor scowled. "Right." 

As Dave closed his eyes and shook his head, it seemed that the man Taylor knew so well was slowly returning. 
"Under the rug in the control room is a trap door," Dave carefully replied. 


"| know. It leads to the basement." 


"Not any more. | had it made it into a strong room. The whole basement. There's beds, a bathroom, water, and 


air purification A kitchen, a year's supply of food. It'll be a tight squeeze..” 


"The studio's sitting on a fuckin’ bunker?!" Taylor screamed. 
Dave's dark eyes looked up at him. "Yeah," he softly replied. "We have a bunker." 


That rocked Taylor's whole perception of the man before him. Dave was a planner, especially when it came to 
the band. No little detail was left out. But he'd never expected Dave to plan for the end of the world. Crazed 
fans, yes. But not the apocalypse. 


With a final look at Dave, he made for the door. 


The hallway was a bomb site. Quite literally. A couple of doors had been blown off their hinges, the bright 
desert sun streaming through the broken windows beyond. Clothing and belongings were scattered along the 
carpet, their owners long gone. Taylor stooped to pick up anything of value; food, bottled drinks, cigarettes, 
liquor. Anything that could be used for bargaining. 


Every step the took echoed in the now empty building. Everyone else was long gone, either heading for the 
desert, or dead. Making for the bank of elevators, Taylor stopped when he noticed that one was climbing. 


7 
8 
7 
10 


It drew closer to their floor and the drummer felt his heart hammer against his ribs. Fear kept him rooted to 


the floor, his feet suddenly like lead. 


25 
Lb 
27 
28 


The doors pinged open and, from behind him, Taylor heard Dave bellow, "Shit! Run!" 


It must have been nearly eight feet tall, a huge mechanoid monster with glowing red eyes. A gun like none he'd 
seen before was clasped in its hands. Its face was a metallic mockery of a human skill, its steel teeth fashioned 


into an evil grin. 


Taylor turned and fled. Despite years of drumming and working out, his body suddenly felt as though it was 
made of rocks. Nothing would co-ordinate, his limbs feeling as though they were moving in different directions. 


Just in his line of sight he could see Dave running as bullets began to ricochet around them. A door, heavenly 


white and with an exit sign above it, loomed before them. Adrenaline coursed through him, fuelling his 
protesting muscles. 


Slamming open the door, they both pounded down the concrete stairs. Flight after flight came and went. Ten, 
twenty, thirty, until they burst out onto the main casino floor. 


Like the corridors above, the casino was eerily empty, a ghost town of toppled slot machines, upturned card 
tables, and poker chips scattered like autumn leaves. In the melee, the money cage and ATM's had already been 
raided and a few bills still fluttered around the psychedelic carpet. Music still played, its presence suddenly 
alien in the ruined building. 

"Parking lot's straight ahead," Dave murmured. 

Taylor turned as they picked their way through the wreckage, waiting for the moment when something came 
for them. It seemed that the rampaging machines were deliberately targeting humans. Their senses were 
probably heightened, allowing them to hear a human heart or smell a trail of fresh blood. 

"Why?" he found himself asking. 


"Don't know," Dave replied. "Maybe we'll get an explanation Maybe we won't 


To be continued. 


